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"Texas is a mighty big state . . . lota of 
territory to cover, and lots oi' plaees for 
badmen to hide out. A Ranger's business 
is to find them and bring them to justice. 




"Sometimes we ride into more trouble than we bargain for . . . Once 
we found ourselves fighting the fury of a lashing storm and battling 
the plunderers of a disaster-stricken town, as well as pursuing a gang 
of hard-riding bank robbers. You'll read all about it in 'Hurricane'.*' 
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I One morninojn the ranger office at clanton, 

A SMALL TEXAS TOWN NEAR THE GULP OP MEXICO . 




GET THE VJORP OUT! HAVE EVERVONE ' 
BOARP UP ANP TAKE SHELTER i ILL SET 
SOME MEN OUT TO WARN PEOPLE IN THE . 

CANTONS : j——^ 




B.AN62RS TAKE AN ACTIVE BART IN WARNINS 
LOCAL RESIPENTS OF THE APPROACHES CBWSSR.. 





ft. FEW MOMENTS LATER...! 

~T -■ ■■"■■■' v. ( YEAH! ONE THING TO BE SAID FOR THE 

(LOOKS LIKE WE'VE SOT FOUR MORS ) V HURRICANE! IT HELPED STOP THE 
^VWSITORS FOR THE LOOK-UP! f—- ' v — , CARLSON SANS! 




SURE.. .YOU KNOW.. .'BOUT KEEPIN' 
CALM IN AN EMERGENCY... I FOUND 
A STORM SHELTER.... BUT THE OL' 
HURRICANE COVERED IT ALL UP, 
ANP I COULPN'T GET OUT 





Beanpole Benny stumbled into the sheriff's 
office and slumped into a chair, exhausted 
and breathing heavily. 

"Well, stranger, what can I do for you?" 
Sheriff Will inquired. 

"Are you interested in corralling a jasper 
by the name of Daubleout Sam?" Beanpole 
gasped, mopping his dusty forehead. 

Sheriff Will tugged at his chin and with a 
crooked grin replied, "I could bring that 
hombre in any day of the week, but it 
wouldn't do any good. He's one of the big- 
gest swindlers in the territory, but no one 
will testify against hira. Once Doubleout 
separates a man from his money, the man's 
either too embarrassed to talk or he just mys- 
teriously disappears." 

"1 know that for a fact," Beanpole nodded, 
"because I'm one of the doughheads who 
disappeared, only I've come back!" 

Sheriff Will leaped from his chair. "Are 
you willing to testify against Doubleout if I 
arrest Mm on charges of fraud?" 

"I certainly am!" Beanpole thundered. 
"I've just walked across fifty miles of desert, 
living on cactus water and rattlesnake meat, 
for that purpose!" 

"Doubleout usually sticks to fleecing 
greenhorns of their money by getting them to 
invest in gold mining stock, which is always 
worthless," the sheriff commented, as he 
looked again at the dusty stranger. "I can 
tell at a glance that you are no greenhorn, 
so how did it happen that you fell for his line 
of talk?" 

"He's a prelty slick operator," Beanpole 
smiled ruefully. "1 came to the big town a 
few weeks ago for some fun and just hap- 
pened to run into him at the hotel." 

"You don't have to tell me the rest," the 

sheriff grinned. "Doubleout managed to get 

a look a your bank roll and then he started 

work on you," 

"He fast-talked me out of my money by 



selling me gold mine stock, just like you 
said," Beanpole frowned, "But then 1 began 
to get suspicious and I made him promise to 
show me the mine. 1 guess you know what 
happened then." 

"Um-hum," Sheriff Will nodded. "He and 
his boys took you across the desert and into 
the hills to see the mine. Likely as not they 
showed you some old abandoned shaft and 
then managed to leave you there without any 
food or water." 

"Yep," Beanpole growled. "I saw a mine, 
all right! I reckon that's what happened to 
the others who disappeared, too, only not 
knowing how to take care of themselves out 
there, they never got back alive! 

"If it wasn't for the fact that I've prospected 
in those same hills, I never would have 
found my way back, either." 

The sheriff chuckled softly, realizing that 
at last he had a witness against Doubleout, 
"Well, I reckon you're pretty anxious for 
revenge since Sam made a fool out of you 
like he did those other greenhorns!" 

"I didn't mind being taken for a green- 
horn," Beanpole said in rising tones. "I didn't 
even mind, loo much, being skinned out of 
my money!" 

But then his face rapidly turned to a crim- 
son red and his anger flared. "But it wa3 
what I saw out in the hills that made my 
blood boil!" 

"Well, what did you see?" Sheriff Will 
asked anxiously, eyeing the raging man. 

Beanpole struggled to regain his selfcon- 
trol. "I didn't remember the area right away 
because ifs been a long time since I p:ss- 
pected in those hills," he began. "Then all of 
a Budden, I recognized the mine os one that 
had petered out over len years ago. What's 
more, that low-down swindler sold m<3 stock- 
in a mine that I already owned! That's what 
mads me so doggoned angry! Come on. 
Sheriff, let's go get him!" 



Famous Texans 



IthJ IBSO.WHEN PATTILLO HI66JNS RETURNED HOME TO 
gEAUMONT, TEXAS, ALL HE SAW WAS THE SLEEPY UTTLE 
TOWN, THE BROAD FLAT PRAIRIS,ANQ THE LONELY UTTLE HILL 
CALLED 'SPINDLETOP' WHICH ROSE TWENTY FEET INTO THE All?, 





HjGGi.MS HAD SONE TO PENMSyLVANIA TO STUDY 
BEICKMAK1N6, BUT WHILE THERE HE BECAME MORE 
INTERESTED IN OIL. UPON RETURN INS, HE CONTINUED 
TO CREAM OF FINJIN6 "BLACK GOLD" IN TEXAS . 



At THAT TIME /THE ONLY OIL WELLS IN TEXAS 
WERE AT NACOGDOCHES. SOME HUNDRED MILES 
NORTH OF BEAUMONT. THEY WERE TURNING OUT 
ONLY FIFTY-FOUR BARRELS A YEAR, 




KlD;N5 OUT TOWARD SpiNDLC'O? PATTILLO 
STOPPED AND STLffiED THE GROUND. SOMETHING 
ABOUT THE SHAPERf THE HILL ,THE OUTCROPPING 
OF ROCkTS . TOLD HiM THAT HERE - UNDER HIS 
FEET- LAY A SREAT FOOL OF OIL. 



_ WHEN HE TRIED TO INTEREST THE PEOPLE! 
OF BEAUMONT IN DRILLIN6 AN OIL WELL.THEV 
LAUSHED AT HIM. 




Apcwjns CONTRACTOR was FOUND 70 SINK 
THE HOLE . BUT MIS RIG WAS MADE FOR DRILLING 
WATER WELLS. HE COULD SO NO DEEPER THAN 
300 FEET, AND THE TESTS WERE ABANDONED. 



In desperation, pattillo started writing 
to northern oil companies, advertising in 
eastern newspapers, asking for anion e to 
come help mm finish his weli_. 




TINALLV. WMEN HE HAD ALMOST SIVEN UP HOPE, 
PEPLV CAME FROM, CAPTAIN ANTHONV LUCA3 OP 
MMHIN670N, D.C, HE WOULD COME TO BiMUMCNT 
IN MOPES OF FINPINS NOT OIL- BUT SULPHUR. 



WlTH CAPTAIN LUCAS MBGCTWe THE DRILLING. 
US INS THE NEWEST METHODS THAT WOULD KEEP 
THE HOLE PROM CAVINS IN ,THE WELL WENT DOWN 
AND DOWN UNTIL AT LAST IT BEACHED 1,100 FEET. 




r HEN ON THE MORNING OF JANUARY, 
MORE THAN TEN YEARS AFTER HE HAD FIRST 
KWCSWSD THE IDEA.NIGGINS'S WELL CAME IN 1 
WITH A SCAR .SL2WINS THE OWlLiNG EQUIPMENT, 
THE PECRCK.ANP 500 FEET OF PIPE MORE 

THAN IOC FEET INTO THEAIR. 





Nothing so huge had ever been seen in 

the united states. the well gushed forth 
more than scooo barrels of oil each pay. 




Working under unbelievable hardships 
and panders, lucas and higgins tried for 
==ven pays before they were a&le to cap 

the well and stop the flow, 



J3UT JUST WHEN iT 5EEMED THEY HAD FINALLY WON, . 
A SPARK FROM A PASSiNS LOCOMOTIVE SET PIEE TOTHE I 
'iUGE LAKE OF OIL 5URRCUNDIN6 THE WELL. A QUARTER | 
OF A MILLION BARRELS OF OIL WENT UP IN "SMOKE, BUT 
MIRACULOUSLY THE WELL WAS NOT DESTROYED . 





Within a year, more than soo derricks stood bristling on ' 
spindletop'5 (44 acres. production was more than triple 

THAT OF All THE RE5T OF THE UN1TEP STATES .AND NEARBY LAND 
WAS SELLING FOR AS MUCH AS *I20,000 AN ACRE. 




£>PINDLETOP WAS UNIQUE, AND 5PECIAL TRAINS 
B20USH- SIGHTSEERS ALL THE WAV FROM 
ST LOUIS, PHILADELPHIA, AND NEW YORK. 



But out of all this chaos at spindletop. 

the texas oil industry was born and towns 

became cities overni&ht. 





Hl&SINS AND HS PARTNERS* | 
BECAME AMERICA'S FIRST 
OIL MILLIONAIRES. 



BUT IN THE MODEST STUCCO HOUSE WHERE PATTILLO 
HIGGIN5 LIVED A LONG. FULL LIFE, HIS GREATEST PLEASURE 
WAS DERIVED NOT FROM HIS MONEY. .. BUT FROM THS FACT 
THAT HIS PREDICTIONS WERE- RIGHT.. .FOR GEOLOGISTS MflO 
SAID THAT THERE WAS NO OIL UNDER SPlNDLETOP. 
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Jace QUICKLY runs back 

TO THE LOOP TRAP... 





MABLOS 
7£JANOS 

TU£ EYSSANO 
£A£$ Of7N£A/?MX 




When Texas was annexed by the United States in 1845, the 
Rangers were deactivated and their responsibilities and 
duties were assigned to troops of the United States Army. 




The army "regulars," however, were unac- 
customed to life on the Texas frontier. 
Many a good, but inexperienced soldier was 
lost to the lance of a charging Indian, 

or to the blazing guns of border outlaws. 
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As a result, the Rangers were reorganized 
and assigned to handle border and Indian 
troubles. Shortly thereafter, the war with 
Mexico broke out, and the newly-formed 
Rangers were pressed into service as scouts. 
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They courageously proved their worthi- 
ness, not only as being eyes and ears for 
the army but right and left arms as well. 
Their foes respectfully called them "Los 
Diablos Tejanos" . . . the Texas Devils. 
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..TO PAHENTS 



The Dell Trademark it, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
,.i„, ,„ly W.«* anJ .1.1,,,., , 
entertainment . The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That'' why j 
ii hen your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it contain* only good K 

fun. "DILL COMICS AM COOB COMICS" 

is our only credo and constant goal. i. 



TEXAS TRAILNORTH 




"Clay and I know that a cattle "Loving was impressed by the wild herds of longhortis 

drive is a big job, and I often he saw roaming Texas ranges. Unable to fence them out 

think of the Ken tuekian, Oliver of his farm, he rounded up a herd and drove them across the 

Loving, as he cut his first trail Sabine River into Louisiana. The sale was so gratifying 

north through Texas ... he contracted to deliver beef to far-flung trooper posts. 




"The few trails open beyond the Red River 
were hampered by hostile Indians and out- 
laws, so Loving mapped a safer route to 
Sedalia. Missouri, by listening to reports 
from army scouts and freighters. 



"On the initial drive, they were set upon 
by a hundred Cheyennes and Arapahoea. 
Ordering his men not to shoot, Loving ad- 
dressed the chief, thanking him for allow- 
ing the cattle to cross Indian land. 




"This modesty impressed the chief, who 
nodded approval hut added that his people 
were hungry. Cutting out a dozen steers, 
Loving offered them to the chief, laying a 
pattern of justice to protect future drives. 



"Many hardships hindered the drive, but 

the pounding hoofs of the cattle trampled 
a route north for other Texans to follow. 
Loving cut other trails, but the Sedalia 
Trail opened Texas for cattle trade." 
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In 1880, i:;i i i ■■:: nebs Indiana raided along the Ttaxaa- 
Nr.v Mrxico border. They struck each time with lightning 
swiftness, kitting and plundering, and then vanished into 
Iht' trackless desert According I" legend, they survived 
only because they knew of the "lost lakes" of the desert. 



All attempts to track the Indians met with 
failure or death until the Texas Rangers 
took up the chase. Using special slings to 
cart, water kegs on the backs of packmules, 
they set off into the blazing desert. 




After days of hot, dusty travel, the Rang- 
ers came upon the "lost lakes." The Comas- 
ches, however, were nowhere to be found. 
Rations were cut to a minimum, and the 
Texans dug in to await the Indians' return. 
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The wily Comanches, however, did not re- 
turn to their desert hide-out. Winter set in, 
and the Rangers were forced to abandon 
their plan. They returned to civilization, 
fighting snowdrifts and aching cold, 




After the discovery of the secret water 
holes, the Indians raided less frequently. In 
appreciation of a job well-done, there is to- 
day, a water hole in the New Mexico desert 
which bears the name "Ranger Lake." 



